
The transport compartment in which 
Theodore spent most of his journey to 
the west was consistently filling up and 
emptying out, as passengers came and 
went.  Over the course of the long 
journey, Theodore interacted with living 
beings of all sorts.  Again, he was 
surprised that all of them – people, 
plants, animals, and creatures whom 
Theodore had never even imagined 
might exist before – all of them spoke his 
own native language.  Considering the 
varieties of costuming and grooming on 
which he was feasting his eyes, Theodore 
could see no logic in such a diverse 
population sharing a common language, 
especially a language that he, an alien, 
spoke himself.  After spending a bit of 
his journey in quiet observation, he 
decided to make some inquiries about 
this odd set of circumstances. 
 

“Hello,”  Theodore greeted a passenger 
who was preparing to sit down in his 
row of seats. 
 

“Hello,” the passenger replied.  “What’s 
happened?  Are you all right?”  
 

“Pardon me?”  Theodore scratched his 
head.  “I thought I was okay a moment 
ago, but now I’m not so sure.  Did 
something go wrong?” 
 

“I’m not sure either,”  the passenger 
replied, then laughed.  She placed a 
luggage bag on the shelf above the row 
of seats.  From the same shelf, she took 
down something that looked to 
Theodore like the near-equivalent of a 
carseat for a child.  She harnessed this 
device into the lounge next to Theodore 
and placed a small potted plant in it.  
Then she sat down herself. 
 

“There you go, Darling,”  the passenger 
comforted the plant.  “It won’t be long 
now before we arrive.” 
 

“I do hate traveling in these transports,”  
the plant replied.  “It just seems so 
unnatural to be hovering around at such 
high speeds.  Why do I have to go on this 
trip, anyway?”  
 

“Because there isn’t anyone at home to 
take care of you, Silly,”  the passenger 
replied.  “You’d get thirsty.  And you’d 
have to be in the dark for hours at time, 
and then you’d be forced to eat up hours 
and hours of artificial light.  And what if 
the power went out?  Who’d reset the 
timer on your lamps?” 
 

“Couldn’t you just put me out in the back 
yard until you got back?”  the plant 
argued.   
 

“Then what if a cold front blew in?”  the 
passenger replied.  “You’d get frost 
bitten.” 
 

Theodore observed this exchange with a 
smile, yet he was still curious about the 
potential problem that the passenger 
had brought up when he first greeted 
her.  Once the argument seemed to have 
reached an impasse, he addressed the 
passenger again.  “I’m sorry to interrupt, 
but what sort of problem were you 
asking me about a moment ago?” 
 

The passenger looked up, and the plant 
rotated its leaves a bit.  “Oh, I’m sorry,”  
the passenger responded.  “It’s just that 
the look on your face seemed, well...  It 
looked like you were disturbed 
somehow.” 
 

“Yes,”  the plant agreed.  “What’s the 
matter?” 

Theodore laughed.  “It’s hard to believe 
that I could have possibly looked so 
disturbed, but maybe I did?  It’s just that 
I’m not from around here.  I’ve been on 
this transport for a while now, and I’m 
puzzled by something.  You see; where I 
come from, people don’t all use the same 
language to communicate with each 
other.”  He looked in the direction of the 
plant.  “And plants don’t communicate 
with people in any language.  Most living 
things, in fact, are incapable of 
exchanging any of their ideas with each 
other through language.” 
 
The passenger and the plant looked at 
one another in surprise. 
 
“But here,”  Theodore continued, “Here, 
every living thing seems capable of 
speech, and everything speaks the same 
language.  Perhaps my confusion about 
all of this is what made me appear so 
disturbed.” 
 
The passenger looked at Theodore, then 
turned to the plant.  “Now I’m 
confused,”  the passenger replied.  
“What exactly do you mean?  What is 
‘language?’” 
 
The expression on Theodore’s face now 
revealed that he was indeed disturbed.  
“I’m not so sure I can explain that to 
you,”  he replied.   “I’ll just say that back 
where I come from, people created 
language to make communication 
easier — to assist them in clarifying their 
exchanges of ideas.” 
 
The plant shook its leaves.  “Now let me 
get this straight.  Your people cooked up 
this language with the intent to simplify 
communication with each other, but, 
instead,  it actually ended up making 
communication between people more 
difficult?” 
 
“No wonder you’re disturbed,”  the 
passenger commented.  She looked over 
again at the plant.  “And not only has this 
language made communication between 
people more difficult, but it has virtually 
eliminated communication between 
people and other living creatures!?  That 
is a problem!  It’s a wonder that your 
people could have been so arrogant as to 
believe their manipulations of nature 
were truly a good thing for one and all.” 
 
“Hmm...”  Theodore rubbed his chin.  
“I’ve never really thought of language as 
being a ‘problem’ before.  Maybe you’re 
right.  But without it, how could people, 
or how could we three beings — right 
here and right now — how are we able 
to have this conversation, if we aren’t 
using language to facilitate the exchange 
of our ideas?” 
 
“Now I think you may be wandering into 
the mystical universe of myths and 
legends, of Gods and Goddesses,”  the 
passenger replied.   “Far be it for me or 
my trepidatious plant here to interpret 
such matters for you.  Each of us must 
see these sorts of larger-than-life 
inquiries with his or her own eyes, and 
then we must interpret them according 
to whatever personal perspectives that 
we possess.  That’s really all we can do to 
solve such puzzles.” 
 
“Here, here!”  the plant cheered.  “There 
are so many realities that lie beyond our 
powers of comprehension.  The answer 

to your question could lie beyond your 
abilities to envision it.” 
 
“And, if that’s the case,”  the passenger 
added, “you may require a convenient 
stretch of the imagination to settle your 
curiosity.  It’s a personal thing, a 
necessity for getting through life, like 
needing to use the bathroom.” 
 
“Well, you’ve certainly provided me with 
a lot of food for thought,”  Theodore 
laughed.  “It’ll take me some time to 
digest this mental meal you’ve just 
served me; I’m sure.” 
 
“As it should,” the plant confirmed. 
 
“We’ll make an effort not to disturb 
you,”  the passenger said.  “I’m sure 
you’ll be feeling better after a bit of 
meditation.” 
 
Theodore was exposed to a variety of 
cultures as his transport picked up and 
dropped off passengers from many 
settlements on its journey to the 
stadiums in the west.  It was exhilarating 
for him to be challenged by such a 
bounty of new and provocative ways of 
thinking.  The windows of the vehicle in 
which Theodore rode also provided him 
with a bounty of new sights to see:  
forests blooming full of lush, unfamiliar 
colors;  sun sets puls in g with 
extraordinary glows and mists; cities 
filled with odd-shaped buildings.   
 
One thing which kept popping up on 
Theodore’s journey were advertising 
signs which encouraged readers to:  “See 
History The Way It Really Happened!  
Take The Light Ship To The Past!”  These 
commercials tickled Theodore’s 
imagination, and after he had seen about 
a hundred of them, he decided to scratch 
his itching curiosity.   
 
“Excuse me,”  Theodore addressed a 
large and furry traveler seated across the 
aisle, “This is my first trip on one of 
these transports, and I —” 
 
“— Oh my,” the furry traveler 
interrupted, “You must be so excited.  I 
remember my first trip on a transport.  I 
was just a little ball of fuzz in those days.  
All the world seemed so overwhelming 
and splendid back then.  I could hardly 
contain my mischief.  Let me introduce 
myself.  My name is Horrelbeak.  I’m 
going out to the stadiums in the west.  
Where are you headed?” 
 
“Nice to meet you, Horrelbeak,”  
Theodore replied.  “My name’s 
Theodore, and I too am headed out to 
the stadiums.  But, actually, what I was 
curious about was — ” 
 
“— I thought you might be traveling out 
to the stadiums,”  Horrelbeak 
interrupted again.  “I’m betting that a lot 
of the passengers in this car are on their 
way out there.  It’s very a popular 
destination this time of year; you know.” 
 
“Yes, well,”  Theodore pursued.  “What I 
was going to ask you about, though, are 
those signs which advertise that ‘Light 
Ship To The Past.’  What’s that all 
about?” 
 
“The Light Ship?”  Horrelbeak looked 
over at one of the billboards inside the 
transport car.  “Hmm, well,  I’ve never 

actually taken the trip myself.  But I have 
some friends who’ve gone.  They said it 
was very revealing.  Are you thinking of 
going?” 
 
“I don’t know,”  Theodore replied.  
“Where does the ship go?  And how does 
it let you see history the way it really 
happened?” 
 
Horrelbeak laughed.  “You mean that 
you never even heard about the Light 
Ship before?  You really are an innocent 
traveler, aren’t you?  Well, let’s see; how 
can I explain it?  From everything that 
I’ve heard and read about it, it’s probably 
the most exciting and controversial ride 
that anyone could ever take.   It’s all 
based around the speed of light.  I 
assume that maybe you’ve had some 
elementary instruction in physics, 
Theodore?” 
 
“Um, yes,” Theodore shook his head. 
 
“Okay,”  Horrelbeak continued.  “Then 
you probably know that light always 
travels at the same exact speed, right?” 
 
“Uh huh,”  Theodore shook his head 
again. 
 
“Well,”  Horrelbeak continued,  “what 
the Light Ship does is travel out into 
space very far from our world.  Then, 
once it’s out there, some scientists 
onboard focus a real fancy telescope 
right back at our planet.  Are you 
following me?” 
 
“Yes, I think so,” Theodore replied. 
 
Horrelbeak went on explaining,  “Then 
everybody on the Light Ship gets to see 
the view through the telescope, which is 
basically like watching history unfolding 
itself live on a big screen TV.” 
 
Theodore scratched his head. 
 
Horrelbeak continued, “You see, because 
light always travels at the same speed, 
the pilot of the ship can figure out 
exactly how far away from our planet 
that he or she needs to go in order to 
observe the old light that lit up events in 
our planet’s history.  So, basically what 
that means, is you can actually watch 
history while it’s going on, the way it 
really happened.” 
 
“That is fascinating!”  Theodore replied.  
“But in the version of physics that I 
learned as a kid, nothing can travel faster 
than the speed of light.  Wouldn’t the 
ship have to travel faster than the speed 
of light to get out to a spot in space 
where it could look back and see things 
that happened before it took off?” 
 
“Yes, and that’s just what it does!”  
Horrelbeak replied.  “The Light Ship has 
this super high-tech engine in it.  It can 
power way out into space, and it goes a 
lot faster than the speed of light.” 
 
“So how does this engine work?”  
Theodore probed. 
 
Horrelbeak smiled to himself and looked 
away.  “Well, this is the part of my 
explanation where I have to call upon 
myths and legends.  You see; the way 
that the Light Ship moves — even just 
the basic theory of how it works — is far 
beyond my own understanding.  There’s 


